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Fuck-ups 


The Les Paul nearly bangs into the wall and my breath catches in my throat. Oh my fucking God. | jerk it back, 
just barely saving it from a broken neck or worse. Okay, who the FUCK decided to leave a.whatever the 
fucking hell it was in the middle of the fucking hallway? | glare at some roadies but they can't tell ‘cause I'm 
hidden completely behind my hair. Just as well, it's probably not their fault. 


| carefully examine my poor custom for anything out of the ordinary. It's completely beat to shit, but | like it 
that way. | don't find any new scratches though, just the ones that | know by heart. | sigh in relief and finally 
stomp out the slowly smoldering cigarette on the floor. Like preventing the whole fucking arena from burning 
down was more important than a Les Paul. Floor was cement anyways. Place couldn't catch fire from one 


fucking cigarette, right? 


| pull out another cigarette, my last apparently, and put it in my mouth while | check my pockets for a lighter. 
All this while possessively clutching the guitar and probably drunk off my ass. I'm talented; | know. A thorough 
search later and | still don't have a fucking lighter. Figures though. If I'd been thinking, | would have known that 
a lighter wouldn't have fit into the jeans | was wearing. My brain starting to kick in under the alcoholic fog, | 
wonder how I'd gotten the previous one lit. | vaguely remember Duff grinning at me under his cowboy hat, a 


half-gone cigarette hanging from his lips. Yeah, that's right. You could always count on Duff for a light. He'd 


probably have a lighter now if | found him. Hell, he'd probably have mine. Duff had like, fucking lighter-radar or 


something. He was always picking up random ones he found. 


But | didn't have time to see Duff. | already had a pressing appointment. | had to go scream at Axl for a few 
hours. Or rather | had to have Axl scream at me for a few hours, complete with his regular hysterics. But 
still, man, | had to do it. | couldn't let Axl get away with his shit. | mutter a half-hearted curse and roll my 
cigarette over my lips to the corner of my mouth. Fuck it. It felt good just having even an unlit one. Made me 


feel complete or something like that. 

| turn left at the next intersection | reach only to realize that | am completely and utterly fucking lost. | turn 
back around, looking left and right, but everything looks the same. | can't even tell which fucking direction | just 
came from. | grip my guitar tighter and tilt my head. Hello fucking Cleveland.. 

"Duuuude..”" 

The scream, thank God, stops in my throat. How would it have looked to have big, bad Slash scream like a little 
girl? Just too bad | couldn't stop the instinctual jump. | whirl around to look behind me. Duff is standing right 
there, his upper half leaned back, | guess so | wouldn't hit him with my hair. But he's giggling. | glare. "That was 


so fucking cool. Do it again?" 


"Fuck you," | toss off and change my grip on the guitar. My head ducks automatically but | force my chin up. 
That's it. Act cool. Though it's a little tough when the guy you're talking to is the fucking Empire State Building. 


Duff, however, doesn't care. He smiles down at me, his fake blond hair flying around him like a fucking halo. 
‘Sorry man," he says easily. "| couldn't fucking resist." He steps closer and | copy his motion but in reverse. | 
don't need the guy fucking looming over me. "Where're you going?" 

"| need to talk to Axl." 

"Oh," he says, his eyes opening wide. "Which way's that?" 

| wish | had the answer. "Don't know." | shrug. 

Duff looks disappointed. "Oh." 

"Why?" 


Duff shrugs and glances around at the sterile white walls. "Cause |." He focuses on me again. "..How are you 


going to talk to Axl when you don't know where he is?" 
"Fuck you, man." 


"Don't get defensive or anything. It was just a question." 


Duff is staring at me earnestly and | feel like | just kicked a fucking puppy or something. My head starts to 
pound and fuck but | need a drink. | should have taken my bottle of Jack with me. I'm lost with no Jack, no 
lighter and only a strung-out bassist for company. Wait.. "Got a light?" 

His face brightens and he pulls three Zippos out of his shorts, one of which looks suspiciously familiar. | take 
mine and after a few attempts, manage to finally light the cigarette. | sigh happily as the hit of nicotine takes 
some of my edge off. The lighter still wouldn't fit into my jeans so | hand it back to Duff. He stares at my 
mouth and | back up another half-step, hitting the wall. "Hell, no," | tell him. 

"Please?" he whines. 

"Its my last fucking one." 

His eyebrows rise, his eyes going wide again "Really?" 

"Yeah, really." 


"can you share that one, then?" 


| push him backwards when he advances and stride into the middle of the hallway. "Its not a fucking joint or 


something.” 

"I know that!" He moves closer again. "Please? Come on, Slash, | gave you the light!" 

| sigh, taking one last drag of the cigarette and hand it to him. He grins like a kid on fucking Christmas. | shake 
my head and slide down the wall to the floor, bringing the guitar into my lap. He sits down beside me. "What'd 
you need to talk to Axl for?" 


| glance over at him and pluck absently at the Les Paul. Fuck if | know. He must have done something to piss 
me off, | know but, apparently, its been forgotten all ready. 


Duff nods like he understands and hands the cigarette back. | stare at it warily before accepting it and putting 
it back in my mouth. "So," he says, folding his arms behind his head. "You're lost” 


"Yeah," | admit. Not like | could deny it. 
Duff stares at the ceiling. "| am too." 


"No fucking shit” | wish | had an amp at least. "Would you really be hanging out with me in a fucking hallway 


when we could be in an actual room getting drunk?" 


Duff smiles. "True." He pauses and glances over at me. "Couldn't we like, you know, put our hands against one 


wall and follow it?" 
| glance upwards, my hair completely covering my face. "What?" 


Duff pushes his way through my curls, trying to see my eyes. | blink slowly, containing my surprise. "You 
know, what people do in mazes? That'd work, right?" 


| shrug. Personally | would just as soon stay right here until some random roadie tripped over us. Better to 


wait a half-hour or so than to get even more lost. 


Duff couldn't care less. He just nods and rattles on. "Yeah, people do it in lots of movies. Always seems to work. 
Unless there's like a monster or something at one end and then, you know, doesn't work so well.. Me and 
Steven were watching one last night and.." His voice just kind of drones off in my head, fading into a light buzz. 
| don't even bother to feel guilty. When you've heard one of Duff's random fucked-up stories, you've heard 
them all. But still, every once and a while he'll say something interesting, so | listen for key words, but he has 
yet to say "booze," "drugs," or "groupies" so he's not to the good part yet. Or maybe there's not a good part. 
Instead, I'm playing with a riff inside my head and mournfully eyeing my Les Paul. | really wish | had an amp. | 
don't even notice when he stops talking. 


| do, however, notice when he finds a new use for his mouth. And mine for that matter. | stare at him 
incredulously and before | even have a chance to say "What the fuck?" he's on my lap, the Les Paul forgotten 
on the floor and | don't know where the fuck my last cigarette went to. He grips my hair, pulling to force me 
to tilt my face upwards. A million and one thoughts, images, and protests fly through my head but one thing 


overrides them all. Fuck it. 


Our teeth clash when | surge up but I'm too focused on trying to shove my tongue down his throat to really 
care. | change the angle a bit, anything to get deeper, curling my tongue and forcing him into a duel for control. 
Typical Duff, he surrenders, content to let me lead. Thrilled with the power and this new development, | 
artlessly plunder his mouth, my tongue scraping on his teeth as | try to reach his fucking tonsils. It's wet, it's 
sloppy, and it's anything but satisfying. | stay with it for a few moments before | realize that this isn't going 
to do. 


| grab Duff's shoulders, dragging him down to the floor and straddle him. He needs to be shown a real fucking 
kiss, not an extended droolfest. He licks his lips, cleaning up my less than stellar efforts and stares up at me 
with a faint smile. | stare right back at him and the unwelcome thought that we're in a hallway worms its way 


to the forefront. Unfortunately for any sense of modesty trying to surface, the fact that Duff was on his 


back in said fucking hallway takes immediate precedence. 


"Umm..." | jerk my head up, my hair bouncing annoyingly with the motion Duffs attention had immediately shot 
to the left and | now follow his movement to stare at the poor hapless roadie who had stumbled across us. 
The guy tries to disappear back down the hall where he came from, ducking his head and hoping we don't see 
him. A hand slides over my check, the pad of the thumb pressing against my bottom lip and | glance at Duff. 
He's already getting to his feet, gently pushing me off him. | stay down for a few moments, disappointment not 


letting me move. | frown. | shouldn't be fucking disappointed because Duff decided that he was done making out 
in the damn hallway. 


"Hey," Duff says. "Do you know the way back to the dressing rooms?" The guy goes pale and Duff looks 
concerned. "Dude, you okay?" | stand, hiding myself in my hair. | finally get a good look at the guy's face but 
fuck if | know who he is. Must be one of the replacement guys we just picked up. He lets out this little squeak 
and brushes past us. Duff and | exchange looks, mine carefully blank Duff has this funny little half-smile on 


his face as he shrugs. | shrug too and chase after the fleeing roadie. 


Two minutes later we're standing in front of a familiar looking door and l'm feeling stupid. Duff just looks happy. 
He practically bounces into the room, dragging me behind him. | don't bother to tell him that | have my own 


room. Don't want to. 


He's already starting to down his precious vodka, though, and I'm forgotten. Guess | was just a substitute. | 


quietly shut the door behind me and flop on his couch, wishing he had Jack. 


| rest my head on the back of the couch, spreading my arms over the cushions. What a fucked-up day. | still 
don't have any Jack, | almost killed one of my Les Pauls and Duff kissed me. And | didn't mind that latter one. | 
even want him to do it again and how fucked up is that? 


